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And the clang of the sharp shrill brass through the

burst of the wave as it shocks
Kings clean as the clear wind's cry through the roar

of the surge on the rocks:
And the heads of the steeds in their headgear of war,

and their corsleted breasts,
Gleam broad as the brows of the billows that brighten

the storm with their crests,

Gleam dread as their bosoms that heave to the ship-
wrecking wind as they rise,
Filled full of the terror and thunder of water, that

slays as it dies.                                            1370

So dire is the glare of their foreheads, so fearful the

fire of their breath,
And the light of their eyeballs enkindled so bright

with the lightnings of death ;
And the foam of their mouths as the sea's when the

jaws of its gulf are as graves,
And the ridge of their necks as the wind-shaken mane

on the ridges of waves :
And their fetlocks afire as they rear drip thick with a

dewfall of blood
As the lips of the rearing breaker with froth of the

manslaying flood.